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Summary: 


You told Billy that he could escape to your house whenever he 
needed to get away, so he shows up one night, beaten and in need of 
your care. 


I don't deserve you being so good to me 


Three taps coming from your bedroom window startled you out of 
your trance as you looked frantically to see what the noise had come 
from. 


It was late at night, and impossible to see outside since the sky was 
painted a dark black, splattered with little white dots. Leaves were 
crunching from the other side, before two more knocks came 
through. 


Cautiously, you neared your white framed window, still unable to see 
anything. "Y/n- it's Billy." A voice came from the other side, making 
you jump slightly. The voice sounded to match up to the man you 
knew, so you twisted the lock, pushing the window upwards. 


A small gasp escaped your lips as a beaten Billy Hargrove appeared 
from the other side of your window, looking utterly defeated and 
ashamed. You knew he didn't like for anyone to see him so 
vulnerable, but it made you so happy to know he entrusted you 
enough to take care of him. 


You helped him through, gently closing the window behind him. It 
looked as though he was holding back tears, almost like he was at a 
breaking point. Your heart ached for the boy who put up a strong, 
asshole facade when deep down he was just a boy who wanted love, 
and for someone to understand. 


"Hey- hey it's okay Billy, I'm here." You cooed to the boy who was 
sitting on the edge of the bed. Your arms were wrapped around him, 
although one held his head to your chest. You could feel a stray tear 
fall onto your arm which only made your heart shatter more. 


"Do you want to talk about it?" You asked quietly, running your hand 
slowly up and down his arm for reassurance. His response was a 
shake of his head, and you didn't press any further. If he didn't want 
to talk about it, you'd leave it alone. He hated when people would 


pry. 


You removed your grasp from him, crouching down in front of him to 


place your hands on his knee caps, looking into his eyes; but his eyes 
couldn't meet yours. "Billy, I'm going to go get some stuff for this, 
okay?" You motioned to his knuckles, which you'd assumed he'd 
injured by punching his walls after his father would harm him. 


As you made your way to the bathroom, you remembered when he'd 
told you about how he'd blast his Metallica, proceeding to punch his 
walls until his knuckles were bloody, unable to take out his anger any 
other way. It was all because of his father, Neil, who'd take his 
frustration and issues out on his own son. Your heart broke for the 
boy then and there, and that's when you told him he could always 
come over whenever he needed to escape, that your window would 
be open for the boy. 


Re-entering your room, you sit beside the boy, pushing his golden 
locks to the side, applying some rubbing alcohol to a small cotton 
pad, wiping away the blood residue on Billy's cheek, where Neil 
undoubtedly socked him in the face. 


Billy hardly had a reaction to the sting, by now he had almost gotten 
used to it. He would let Max sometimes take care of him, but after 
meeting you, he wouldn't let anyone but you or himself take care of 
him. He trusted you more than he'd trusted anyone in his life. You 
gave the same feeling that he had when he was with his mother, and 
that was what made him eventually cave into letting himself be 
vulnerable with you. 


You were vulnerable with him, too, which made him feel so much 
better. He offered a small smile after you placed the band-aid across 
his cheek, grabbing one hand gently afterwards. 


"I really appreciate the shit you do for me, y/n. I don't deserve you 
being so good to me." He said with a hint of devastation, breaking the 
eye contact you had once been sharing. "Billy, don't tell yourself that, 
okay? You deserve love, and you deserve people being good to you, 
taking care of you." You honestly said, noticing he wouldn't look at 
you as you spoke while you tended to his bruised knuckles. 


"Hey, look at me Hargrove." You said, gently grabbing the boys chin 
to face you. "I know you're scared to open up to people. I was too, 
until I met you. But I'm listening, and I always will be, okay? I'm 


always gonna be here for you Billy." You said, keeping your eyes 
locked on his. 


A broken smile crossed his face as two more tears fell down his 
cheeks, grabbing a hold of your hands. You had finished cleaning and 
bandaging what you could on his hands, putting everything back. 


You had allowed him to sleep in the room with you as usual, until he 
would decide to go back home in the early morning, making sure to 
always thank you softly before passing out next to you in your bed. 


